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Thy powei can opposites in one unite,

Lo, heie the heart, theie the beloved blight1

'Tis Thou who mak'st the darling's eyes to beam,

'Tib Thou who mak'st the burning flame to gleam.

Thou channelest the bo&om for that fire,

And mak'st the tears to flow for anguish diic.

With fire-commingled teais, O Lord of might,

Thou waterest the wound-rose day and night.

Whatever Thou wouldest, that same dost Thou do;

In making me forlorn what makest Thou?

Through love primeval of the Ahmed-Light l

Well wott'st Thou of the wistful lover's plight.

'Tis Thou whose wisdom over all doth reach,

Who love to lover and belov'd dost teach.

Thou mak'st the hapless victims \\eep and plain,

Thou likewise art the balm to heal this pain.

The mystery of Love is Thy heart's coie;

Thy virtues make to laugh, to weep full sore.

Thine awfulness constraineth lovers' tears,

Thy graciousness in beauties' smiles appears.

O sadly altered, Lord, our fortune shows;

Oui life is overwhelmed beneath our woes.

What may this fire of Love betoken, God?

Naught knoweth he who bears Love's woful load.

Is it indeed a fire to burn the soul?

Is it the wine of the Piimeval Bowl?2

Our hearths and homes are burned to earth thereby;

O God, take Thou our spirits, let us die!

Love's lesson Thou hast made full hard, Dear One,

Then questioned and examined us thereon;

Some lead it cLeyld'; other some, ;our Loid;'

The sense is one, the difference but of woid.

1  The cAhmed Light' (Nur-i Ahmed) figures that conception of the peifect
or ideal being, which God is said to have formed in the beginning, and hav-
ing  foimed,  to  have  loved, and for the realisation of which, it is held, the
universe was created.

2   That  is  the  wine  of the  Primal  Banquet, the nourishment of the soul
ere yet the individual was separated from the universal.